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THE CAP. 


A SATIRIC POEM. 


INCLUDING MOST OF THE DRAMATIC WRITERS 


Or THE 


PRESENT DAY, 
CI 


Duedeungue ostendis mihi sic, incredulus adi. 
Hor. 


Whatever contradias good PeTER's senses, 
His faith discredits, and his soul incenscs. 


Descriptas tervare vices, aperumgue colores, 
Cur ego, $i negues ignoroque, Pocta salutor ? 


Cur nescire, pudens prave, quam discere mals? 
Hos. 


Why is he honour'd with an Author's name 
Who neither knows, nor would observe, a rule 
Whom nought from pride and ign'rance can reclaim ! 
Who'll neither learn—nor own himself a fool ! 


PETERS DEDICATION 


10 


RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, Eg. 


— — — — 


PLINY writeth of the poet STESICHORUS, that, when be was a child, a 
nightingale perched on his lips, and poured forth, in mellifluous notes, her 
plaintive lay, prognoſtic of his becoming a favourite of ApoLLO. So much for 
Tis1as. Well, and hath not PETER's family been alſo the muſes care? Did 
not my couſin Pix DAR, the lyric bard of Thebes, likewiſe receive, in bis youth, 
an auſpicious omen of future fame? Did not a fwarm of bees ſettle on his lips, 
as he repoſed on the graſs, and there leave their honey combs ?® And hath not 
this prediction of endleſs celebrity been realiſed in his works and will it not ex- 
tend its influence even unto mine? Dear, dear, I forely apprehend that I bave 
been talking: of myſelf here, in a dedication I profeſs to write to another, Had 
I proceeded much further, I ſhould likely have concluded the dedication to myſelf ; 
and it had been as well perhaps, as no one would have conſidered the honour in f» 
ftrong a light, or felt it more forcibly: but, as it is, I have yet ſpace, and «will, 
to purſue my original deſign. And thus ſhall Px YER ſpeak of RICHARD, as 


he, of himſelf, hath ſpoken. 


From the loves of Cupid and Pſyche, e, as Jove *forefewore, bore twins — 
Youth and Joy. But thou alone, lite Jove himſelf, haſt given to the dramatic 
world—Wit, Humour, and Genius, the iſſue of thy brain. Yet, alas! like 
meteors, they have made their tranſient appearance in that world, and are now, 
it is fearfully ſuppoſed, for ever hidden from us in the frigid regions of politics: 
and we have only left us the ſad remembrance that ſuch things were once ours, 
and were moſt dear to us, 


Wilt thou then ftill unkind conceal thy offspring from thoje, who look up to thee 
as the landard, —as the ſole living maſter of the mimic ſcene; and from thoſe whom 
thy long abſence hath alloceed to indulge in dull ſtupidity, and diſguſting buffoonery, 
but whom thy preſence would inflantly put to flight and conſisſion? No, the 

B 
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world of politics ſhall return thee 20 thy native element. Yes, PETER's muſe 
ſhall lure thee back in ſoft ſeducing ſtrains, and hail, in SHERIDAN, the pureſt 
wit; the ſtrongeſt mind; and—faireſt yet of all—the beſt of hearts, 


To whom more conſiſtently could ſuch a work as this be preſented, than to thy- 
Self? It comes to thee crying in every line, and ſure will move thy ſoul 19 pity and 
aſſiſt. —I comes to thee in PETER's name, coniuring thee again to tread that 
path, for which thy fortune formed thee, and thy fame approved. It comes to 
thee from a Town, that hath long ceafed ta pray thee, and is now, almoſt 


* Hoar/e in daring RICHARD 7a the field.” 


If thou haſt any love to ſpare, again pay thy court to the ſportive nymph, with 
maſh aud crook ; ſhe wooeth thee to return, reclining on her column, careleſs of 


all, in thought of thee, her only hope. 


And hiſt ! ſhe fpeaks : ** Nay, come my SHERIDAN, thy favourite muſe reſts 
all in thee! then come and be my ſbielu protect me from the ravages of dullneſs, 


inſepidity, and folly. O] ſave me, yet ſave me, left F follow my poor deſerted 
fler, who is now expiring through ſad neglect, or ftill more cruel ignorance.” 


«« There ts a tide, in the affairs of men, 
« Which taken at the full, leads on to fortune. 
That tide is thine; purſue it now, and 


** Stcut fortis equus, ſpatio qui ſepe ſupremo 
*« Ficit Olympia, nunc. ſents conſpectu quiefeit.” 


TO THE READER. 


TERE is, in our nature, a ſtrong tendency to doubt the ability of 
others, and to believe ourſelves, alone of the creation, infallible and oracu- 
lous. In no ſet of men is this diſpoſition more prevalent, than in that 
which would fain be ranked under the title of dramatiſts. 


The play- writers of the exiſting moment conceive thernſelves at liberty 
to ridicule the follies of all men; and though, in the act, they more emi- 
nently expoſe their own, yet do they, from ſome ſtrange fancy, deem 
themſelves ſacred, invulnerable, and unliable to recrimination. 


Without either learning or genius, wit or judgment, there are who dare 
that mazy path, that intricate labyrinth, in which none ſhould venture 
while deprived of that combination of talent, which formeth the ſole clue 
that can ever lead the dramatiſt ſafely through the various ſcene, to honour 


and ſucceſs. But 
© The world is grown ſo bad, 


That wrens make prey, where eagles dare not perch.” 


The drama has been brought to its preſent vitiated ſtate by men, who, 
through intereſt, in defiance of merit, firſt gave it illicit laws, and gained 


to ribaldry and extravagance a precedency, even to the excluſion of com- 


— 


mon- ſenſe. 


The mind of man is too ſuſceptible, and too eaſily takes the impreſſion 
of bad example. And, however firmly Common-ſenſe might have 
oppoſed the invaſion of Folly, yet, when ſhe obtained the leaſt footing, 
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her opponent's dominion rapidly declined. Is it to be ſuppoſed that the 
powerful man will long continue to contend in the fight, with the emaſ- 
culate and imbecile, if the latter, contrary to juſtice, meets with equal, if 
not greater, reward and promotion? No; he will either employ his powers 
in another direction, or, careleſs of foſtering a proweſs, for which he findeth 


no encouragement, degenerate to that ſtate which he perceiveth ſo much 


more generally accepted and approved. Thus it is with dramatic writers; 
thoſe, who are adequate to the taſk, ſecing the preference given to men 
of the reverſe deſcription, become diſguſted, and either give up the pur- 
ſuit, or at length, (perhaps per force,) conform to the frivolous ſentiment 
of the times. 


While intereſt can command, from the managers of theatres, what merit 
can ſcarce hope for, we have but a ſorry proſpect of amendment. 


Hou telleth us, that 
„ Shame greatly hurts or greatly helps mankind.” 


- PETER, therefore, who hath made mighty powers tremble, now deſcend- 


eth to correct this lowly herd: untainted with malice prepenſe to any one, 
he muſt be acquitted of the intention 70 hurt, though he is highly deſirous 
that the ſhame which may take place in conſequence of the following 


work, may greatly help and benefit mankind. 


THE CAP. 


A SATIRIC POEM. 


D ULLNESS avaunt ! let Pope, in lays divine, 
Thy name invoke :---a nobler Genius mine ; 

A Genius that pervades the living age, 

(So mark'd for judgment, and ſo wond'rous ſage.) 


FoLLy her name ! an open, friendly creature ; 


But man“ ingrate, oft treats her with ill- nature, 
And, baſe, diſowns his firſt and foremoſt feature. l 
Dullneſs and Folly ſome may call the ſame, 

But thinking ſo, they wrong the ſprightly dame: | 
Dullneſs is moody, mopiſh, melancholy,--- 
While endleſs mirth and laughter tend on Folly : 


* Folly experiences more ingratitude from mankind than any other deity; for we 
may remark, that however laviſhly and prodigally profuſe ſhe poſſeſſes us of her 
favours, hardly any of us have even the gratitude ts acknowledge her bounty; and 
not one in a thouſand has the grateſul honeſty to own himſelf a faol. 


C 
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Dulineſs is ſtupid !---learn ye then, from hence, 
Folly's th' accepted ſubſtitute for ſenſe ; _ 
Its repreſentative, recelv d by all! 
Not more in Parliament, than in the Hall, 


Not more in Temple, than on College ground; 
Not more in Players heads, than Authors found; 


Unxon'd to all, all! all! her fame reſound. 


She comes; and hark her herald ſounds aloud, 
The great proclaim! and mark the diſtant crowd, 


With haſty ſlep ; ker flaridard ſtrive to join, 


And offer up their homage at her ſhrine, | 

She ſaw, applauding ſaw; and wav'd her hand, 
In which a Cr ſhe held:--uthe diftant band 
Soon ken'd the prize:---5 tinkling bells they heard, 
And onward preſs, to claim the proud reward. 


— A 
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© With Hide withhgbing' al firſt Boapen Gabe, b 
With ſimple* looks, well favouring his claim. 


This gentleman's friends themfelves will not heſitate to 1 his qualification in 


this point. 


„„ 
His works produc'd - the goddeſs conn'd them o'er 
Inſatiate; and grinn'd, and gap'd for more: 
Exulting Jem to catch the moment knew, 
And from his pocket now ſome critiques drew! 
So ſure was he they'd fix his right, if read,--- 
He really felt the Cay upon his head 1--- 
But ah! alas! uncertain's all below, 
And oft our cup of bliſs is daſh'd with woe. 
With greedy eye ſhe read---then ſudden broke, 
And thus the merry#* tragic-bard beſpoke: 
O had thy plays but match'd thy critiques, here, 
« The Car were thine !---thou'dſt been without thy peer ! 


* This epithet needs explanation. Mr. B. affects himſelf with the belief that 
his dramatic productions are not at all inferior to Shakeſpeare's. It does not ſig- 
nify how groſsly, or how largely, the flattery is dealt to him on that ſcore, © he has 
Wo ſtomach for it all.” “To be ſure,” he will ſay, © my plays have not that low 
* wit, and unappropriate pun, with which BiLLY's abound; but ſuch an omiſſion 
I truſt will not operate to my prejudice.” Hence then I call him the merry 
tragic-bard, from the mirth he creates when he is heard (and that ever) talking of 
his own works; and not that his tragedies are only ſo by name, as it might have 
been conſtrued by thoſe who have not ſeen them, for they are as dull, profaic, and 
gloomy as the moſt melancholy ſoul could deſire. 
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* The prize alone would BoADEN have deſerv'd, 


“ Which now for further ſearch muſt be preſerv'd: 
Thy plays are charming, and thy critzques deep; 
At one we {mile---at t'other, go to ſleep! 


Since Dullneſs guides, or Folly leads thy courle, 


„ 'The latter chooſe, nor fear of writing worſe. 
Thy critzques* much I like, and hence decree, 
* That Folly's oRACLE ſhall BoADEN be; 


Live then in hope,” ſhe ſaid, © we'll favour thee.” 


He now retir'd, with heart ſomewhat depreſs'd, 


But ſighing, felt hope flutt'ring in his breaſt. 


« Help, help, ſupport there, help him to unload, 
What wonder tis he-died not on the road!” 
The goddeſs cried, and hail'd O'Keere's approach, 
Then quick his budget ſhe began to broach.--- 


The goddeſs's partiality th and repeated mention of, the critiques, are truly natu- 
ral; nothing pleaſing us ſo much in reading, as thoſe paſſages in which we can, 
however ſlightly, diſcover diſpoſitions tallying with our own; or trace, though 
never ſo remote, any likeneſs of ourſelves, 


E 


** One, two, three, four, five, ſix, ſev'n, eight, nine, ten.“ 


The goddeſs told, and then began again ; 

Smil'd approbation, join'd with wonder's ſtare, 

To find this mighty burthen—light as air! 

Each play perus'd, as if in heav'n ſhe'd been. 

So pleas'd to ſee herſelf in ev ry ſcene. 

*gBravo!“ ſhe roar'd, and ſhook her ſides with joy,“ 


Then call'd him ſon, her child, her deareſt boy : 


Like Fortunet form'd, both ſenſe and nature to deſtroy. 


Here BoADEN trembled ; thought he'd loſt the Car; 
And ſurely would, but for one curs'd miſhap : | 
„WILD Oars,” the goddeſs ſaw, with angry frown, 
„% How now!“ ſaid ſhe: © O' K EEE, is this thy own? 
Speak, quickly ſpeak, my child, my anguiſh ſpare, 
* Ah! tell, how came theſe oats among thy tare?” 
With heſitation's falt'ring tongue, O'Kerzre 

Now own'd, with many ſuch was the behef; 

But hop'd ſhe would forgive that fault, tho' ſtriking, 


If all his other works were to her liking: 


* Joy, for laughter. t Mr. O' Kerr is blind. 
D 


E 
And, more to prove *© Wild Oats” was not his writing, 


OaTLanDs* produced; (not of the Duke's inditing.) 
« Content,” faid ſhe, * I thought I knew thee better; 
C O'KEEFE no common ſenſe ſhall ever fetter; 

« No, no, he ſcarce can tive who ſenſe indites j 
“None thrive ſo well as he who folly writes. 

* Hence Wiſdom ! Folly now ufurps thy place, 

« And guides with filken reins the zwilling race!“ 
This ſaid, (ſtill more remain'd) again ſhe fed, 

Satiety enſued :—ſhe nods hier head— 

Then reads—now nods, and when ſhe ſcarce could peep, 
Came Maſter Conn, and ſung her faſt aſleep. 


Now gentle Mufe, it reſts with thee to ſeek, 


It reſts with thee, their various worth to ſpeak, 


A ſad, proſaic calchaſbilling, written by Mr. O'K. in honour of the Duchxss 
or Lokk, in the form of a poem, ſpun out, by the means of a large type, wide 
lines, and a broad margin, into a ſhilling pamphlet. This abu/e he cannot ſay he 
learnt of PETER 18 | 

It has been hinted that this poem was written by the Duxe or Yorx, and that 
O'Keere lent his name to his Roya/ Highne/s, who has a very modeſt muſe. 


7 Folly makes a very w/e obſervation here. 


13 
Sleep, Folly, ſleep; I'll tell, with honeſt care, 
Their merits and demerits as they are ; 
Not aught in malice---aught that is not jult--- 
But as it is, and truth ſhall mark my truſt. 


See two appear, link'd, and for friendſhip fam'd, 
One *RevyNnoLDs is, the other MorToN nam'd. 
Though bad's his friend, FREp's principle is worſe, 
For he can only love him for his purſe: 

No plays he'd write, he ſays, but for the gain, 
But for his belly, To and he were twain. 
Welcome, however, precious ſtupid pair--- 


Speak MoRro firſt: thy BOA DEN love is here. 


Me have often heard of conſonance of diſpoſition, and ſimilarity of ſituation; : 


mutual misfortune, and parallel proſperity, giving riſe to friendſhip; but I believe 
this is the firſt time that ever a friendſhip was formed between two men, who only 
reſembled each other in the mutual misfortune of thick legs. 


f Þ The ſource of the friendſhip ſubſiſting between theſe two, is not ſo eccentric 
as the former; many becoming friends from no other Amilariſy of /ituation than 
that of bick heads. 
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Then why thoſe down-caſt looks ?---that trem'lous pauſe? 
Shall HoLMax® ſweet, or Boa pEx plead thy cauſe? 
Alack ! what ails the filly ſimp'ring zany ? 
(The Car would ſurely fit thee well as any.) 


But what's thy claim in the dramatic way ? 
* Zounds ! Tom,” ſaid REVNOL DS, jogging, © ſpeak away.” 


* I can't,” cried Tom, © and yet it's very odd 


I've been a rogue, FRED.---that's the truth, by G---.” 
* I know, I know, the Iſle of Wight+ to wit, 

«* Together there, we've often pick'd a bit. 

* But mum,” ſaid RE VNOL Ds, * mum :---illicit aid 


Is ſure a trait of folly (when betray'd.) 


Here is a friendſhip taking place in conſonance of diſpoſition : —affe ation! 


* Far from the buſy bum of men,” this amiable pair oft“ wanton in the ſummer 
ee ſun, or © firaying ver the verdant lawn,” fatigued, ** on banks recline.” Here 
while MozTox “ dares the rolling ſurge, © ſporting on the undulating wave,” or 
walks the ſhore © he inſpiring gale to catch,” and © warble his wood-notes wild: 
ReynoLlps © /its and toiſely tells,“ or rather fore-tells over the profits of the three 
much longed-for nights. In plain Engliſh, here they go to make their plays. 


— . . ee ne — — — 
— - - —— by — > — — 
— —— — — — — 
* 


— — — — —— 


t Mr. R. makes a very ſtrange confeſſion here; though I would believe he 
1 ſays it merely to hearten M. to ſpeak ; having formed great hopes of his ſucceſs. 
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Speak out then, what's your own, and whence you cull, 
And yet the. Car may grace your paper {kull.” | 
Tom bowing, cringing, ſcenting all the air, 
Began and told how, when, he ſtole, and where; 
From THELWALL,* BROOERkE, and others, out of date, 


But hop'd his own d----d nonſenſe would have weight. 


* Mr. M. has lately been accuſed of ſtealing 2 the whole of Baooke's c 
tavus Vaſa to make his Zorinſti but 


Like gipſies, leſt the ſtolen brat be known, 
9 3 firſt, then e for his own.“ 


This, however, ſeems to be no uncommon occurrence to him, Mr. Hatun 


having alſo accuſed him of plunder; Columbus being previouſly written by Mr. 
T. under another title: in this inſtance the poet's lines are not inapplicable. 


* Like that fmall Mit in modern comedy: 
Who, to patch up his fame, —or fill his purſe, — 
Will pilfer wre/ched plans, —and make them worſe.” 


The nonchalance with which Mr. M. met theſe accuſations, ſpeaks him an / 
trader. Such artifices in him are more excuſable than they are in many others; ſince 
a man who waſtes ſo much time in — the out, is not apt to employ much in 


furniſhing the in/ide of his head. _ 


* „ 0 0 ? * * 1 4 


I muſt not omit the following circumſtance, though it is not my province, nor 
ſhall I pretend to adjudge the ſubject of contention to either party. 


' Miſs Huus aſſerts that Meſſrs. Hol uA and Moro were three years writing 
Columbus ; at which period it extended to the length of four plays, when ſhe cor- 
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Then ſhew'd his gain,* to prove their want of ſenſe, 
And pleaded Boapen'st ftuff as conſequence. 
Here, then, he was diſmiſs'd, with this reproof, 
Hence, Towny, mind from ſtealing keep aloof :--- 
BoADEx's no friend of thine, howe'er he prates, 
e ry fool puffs off the fool he hates:” 


Be honeſt, let each play be all thy own, 


And Folly's Car thy toil will ſurely crown. 


| Now REYNOLDS pleaded hard how much he'd done, 


And but for BoAnEN, he the Cap had won. 


rected it for repreſentation. All the bowbaſ? is Hotxan's;—the wit is hers ;—and 
what MorTon ealls the $umoxr, is claimed by him. Miſs Hucnes ſays, ſhe has 
many of the ſpeeches 'which were ſpoken extempore by Hol ax at four o'clock in 


the morning, after coming from the tavern, - Theſe, at the time, were thought ex- 


OR few of them are reſerved in the play. 


* This, though adduced by Mr. Boa ban to eſtabliſh their worth, is here much 
more honeſtly and N applied. 


+ Mr. B. was Mr. M.*s champion in a controverfy concerning Zorinfi.; but his 
confuſed, inſipid attempts, 22 than * che cauſe he, perbap in- 
tended to uppen. 1 8 | 


{ 19 } 


He argued ſtrong againſt Jex's ugly Ven, 1 
Saying, Pray isn't my ſkull as thick as hien? 
* But be it ſo, tho* HE and Kerre's preferr'd, 


2  — - 
* — 


In Folly's favour ReyNnoLDs ranks the third.“ 

Hold, by Saint Criſpin, hold,” cried HoLcroer, herce, 
That place I claim!” © And ſo do 1,” ſaid Pearce. 
How ſtrange that they, whom reaſon ought to rule, 
Through life, ſtrive which ſhall be the greateſt fool! | 
But for the muſe, who kindly did aſſiſt em, | | 
HoLcRoFT had juſt begun his leolling ſyſtem. 

And aim'd a naſty blow at Pe arce---but miſs'd him. 

Peace, Thomas; peace republican, for once, 

* And let me tell which 1s the greater dunce.” 

So ſpoke the 9nſe:---nor TroMas dar'd rebel,--- 

A ſilence deep enſved,---but did not dwell: 


For, I, I, I, came ſtutt'ring Incns at.n---threatning too 


There's nought that fooliſh woman will not do! 
* I, I, I will be heard !---theſe lords, theſe men indeed! 
Miſe woman beſt for Folly's Car can plead.” 


1 3 
Thus, ſtuttering and ſtammering, along 
She ran: there is no end to woman's tongue ! 
More had ſhe ſaid---the herald cut her ſhort— 
« Your turn's not yet, ma'am :—pray ma'am quit the court.” 
* I! I quit the court not I, you may depend, -! | , + 
* While either tooth or nail my cauſe befriend !” 
Which way to ſtir her now none could deviſe, . - | 
When up ſtepp'd Tromas, and the dame complies. 
He whiſper'd in her ear, I know not what, 
But mutt'ring ſomething, Gran ſhe left the ſpot. . 
Return we now to learn the fate of thoſe 
To whom thy abſence, INCHBALD, gave repoſe. 
The Muſe began with HoL.crorr (tough as leather 
Thy works,” ſaid ſhe, © are cobbl'd well together; 
Vet, Tou, thy genius, take it all in aw!, 
Would ſhine no where fo well as in a ſtall. -, 
« 'The proverb now, fince folly's made thee great, 


Ne ſutor ultra crepidam, I hate. 


E 
« Thy beauteous ſace, x in all thy works is ſeen, __ 
“ Thyſelf is introduc'd in ev'ry ſcene--- | 
I can no longer brook thy vanity; 
* Retire! Folly prefers poor PEARCE to thee. 
“ And e'en to REYNOLDS, PEARCE ſhall be preferr'd, 
© PEARCE ſhall be fourth---but Cops muſt be the third.“ 
Next KEMBLE came, IJ. P. with brazen front, 
Sure in his heart that Lodoiſta d done't. 
Haughty and proud as hell, and ſo it runs 
Through all his fam'ly---father, daughters, ſons. 
His play all outſide ſhew, parade, proceſſion; 


Like Jack, no real worth had in poſſeſſion. 
Well WesTLEY+ knew wherein its merit lay, 
And ſadly fear'd it never would repay ; 

But Jack, Secundus CoLMAN'st manner notes, 


And, will ye null ye, crams it down our throats. 


Mr. Hortcroer, with perhaps the harſheſt, and moſt unfavonrable ſet of fea- 
tures, enjoys the moſt conſummate opinion of his beauty. 


7 The treaſurer. 


T Mr. Cox ua has entitled himſelf Col uAx the younger, in imitation, no doubt; 
of the nephew of Plixius Secundus, who was called PLixny the younger. Mr: 


F 
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Now GEORGE the butterfly, and Jack the drone, . 


Doſt favour other pieces, like thy own? 


No, no, how oft has thy proud envious ſpirit, 


Rejected thoſe, whole only fault was merit! 

Proceed! play comedy with tragic flare, 

And when in tragedy, with arduous care, 

(As tis a theatre) let's know we're there I 

Write more, write more, let nought thy courage damp, 


Ne'er fear, thou'lt gain the Car---till then Dzcamye. 


Speak of the dev'l! See Col MN Junior comes, 
I know tis he, he ſmells ſo of perfumes: - 
By other marks, alſo, he may be greeted; 


The creature ſcarce can walk he's ſo conceited. 


Horcroer's conduct, in a particular point, may have been drawn from the ſame 
ſource; Prixrus Secundus never ſtirring unaccompanied by his Amanuen/is. Theſe 
gentlemen may advance in ſupport of their aſſumption, or preſumption, the old 
proverb, ſaying, ©* A cat may took at à king.” | 


Mr. KeMBLE makes uſe of too much trick ever to be natural; his over-ſtudicd 


action and emphaſis are often diſguſting. 
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Between the ſcenes thou'lt ſee him, hat in hand, 
To wait on G1B8ss, and ruin little BLanD: 
Yes, ruin BLAxp, I ſay, for reaſons ample, 
And now, poor thing, ſhe quotes thy high example. 
O. ſhame where is thy bluſh? an author thou ! 


I'll tell thee Georce, ſome ſay, and ſome een vow, 


That thou haſt cheated fame---I'1l tell thee how. 


Thy father muſt have had a ſtore of plays, 
Some by bequeſt, obtain'd in various ways : 
Now ſtrongly tis ſuſpe&ed---(ſhould be known) 
That thou haſt copied them, then call'd thy own 
The plays of men, alas, long dead and gone. 
„NEW Hav,”* beſhrew me now, would call it truth, 
And thou halt all the follies of thy youth; 
Art Iight---love dreſs---art full of vain-pretence--- 


Curſe me, thou never wrot'ſt a line of ſenſe! 


mens — 


* How much is the whole of this traſh, like that which now and then intervenes 


in the Battle of Hexham, &c. &c. 
The Shake/pearian phraſe adds doubt to doubt. 


1 24 J 
No, thou haſt interlarded here and there, 
And where thy pen has fell, we ſee the ſcar; 
New Hay's thy own, the reſt we cannot ſpare. 
Give more ſuch traſh, and then prefer thy claim, 


And change for Folly's Car, thy ill-got fame. 


Hey day ! who's here? ſure ſome great imitator! 


Well done, ifaith, exact the ape to nature; 


3 


Then up trip'd BRE WER,“ pretty little creature. 
* One Play - no more---damn'd work it is to write,” 


Said he, My work was play'd and damn'd—one night! 


Come, quick, the Cay produce, the prize reſign, 


* *Tis” “Not more yours,” ſaid JERNINGHAM,t © than mine.“ 


* And why not mine?” cried BERRINGTON,f *© pray why?” 


This gentlemen, of a never happy countenance, wrote a play, and called it 
te bow to be happy.” However 4/eſſed his intention might have been of teaching 
Jobn Bull how to be happy, his mode of inſtruction was damn—adle, as Fohn proved. 


+ The Werren Heriress being found to be a baggage not worth 7/2ro-pence, was, 
as has happened heretofore, ſent home to her parents after the firft night. 


T Mr. BERRIN Oro tranſlated a tragedy from the German, and called it Emilia 
Galotti; he is a man of erudition, but unacquainted with the drama; his tragedy 
ſtruggled through a few nights, then expired! 
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« *Cauſe I was full as dull as thee,” faid Pye. 
England Preſerv d, ſhall match thee to the full, 
And Warsow bear away the Car from HuLL. 
Hence Dullneſs! AxpREwsSt ſhall for folly cater, 
And ſee the meteor comes, thro © fire and water.“ 
Not only play, but under-writer he; 
And's great a ninny as you'd wiſh to fee. 
He'll fell you powder, plays, and prologues too, 
(There's nought a fool, with money, cannot do.) 
On PETER, on, in ſpite of common ſenſe--- 


(M1LEs rides his hobby—at his own expence.) 


The Citizen, Apprentice, Spouter, Lawyer, 
The Merchant, Barber, Taylor, Surgeon, Sawyer '\ 
* The poet-laureat alſo ventured a finger in the tragic-pic, but without being able 
to come at any of the /rur7. 
ft Mr. Warsox's attempt even fell ſhort of the two former. 


I Mr. M. P. Anpxews, vender of gunpowder, is the author of much traſh. If 
he poſſeſſes any merit it is in writing policies (prologues I mean) which ſpecies of 
compoſition he calls his hobby hor/e: there is an inſufferable ſameneſs in them all. 


It is neceſſary to paint in ſtrong colours. 
G 
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See all in Mureny come —-in ARTHUR ſhine—- 

Who boaſts more trades than DIB DIN eer could Join ! 
Once ſans fix ſous were both---but now, we ſee 

They both, by Folly's aid, are fans fouct ! 


But las! on Muxrenayr's brow the laurel fades 


Why ceaſe to write, thou man of many trades ? 
Why not proceed? the Car thine yet might be, 
Ere th' undertaker overtaketh thee. 

But no---thou'rt older, and art wiſer grown ; 

And CHaRLEy D1BpiN's left to hum the town. 

* Whoſe greateſt praiſe had been to live unknown.” 
At once he'll play !---he'll ſing !---and then compoſe* 
His ſcanty audience into ſolemn doſe. 

Crates, * let not vanity like thine deſpair, 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care,”--- 


Shun dullneſs, and thy follyll bring to bear. 


In the naſal accompaniment which generally attended Mr. D1spix's perform- 


ance of his ode on the prince's marriage, PETER joined one evening. 


The egotiſm and vanity of this 4allad-maker are truly diſguſting and ridiculous. 
What little merit he has, (but what need a diy dribbler poſſeſs,) is loſt in the ful- 
ſome flattery he inceſſantly beſtows on himſelf. 


* 
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Next, farces' pride, came HoaRRE, that prince of ſolly; 
And © Hezgho” WaLDRON, but without his Dolly.“ 


Says HoaRE, © "Tis three to two, but I've the prise, 

* TorpnHam's no match for me in Folly's eyes. 

„ HuRLSTONEt and CRoss, t I own, are fools together--- 
* DUDLEY a long ear'd herald of foul weather. 

And if 'tis true, report ſhould ſometimes rule, 

* SCoTT fat to Torhau, when he drew * the fool.” 

Not ſo with me, tho' fool enough I own, 


* To me? what's feeling or what's virtue's frown ? 


A name given by ſome to Mrs. Harxrowe, and by ſome to WaLDROx himſelf, 


ft You may diſcover in this author's face, that he, like all other great men, has 
his humours ; one of which it may not be improper to propound. When he is 
called upon at his houſe, by his moſt intimates, the ſervant is commiſſioned inva- 
riably to make this excuſe for his non-attendance: © Sir, my maſter is in his ſtudy 
« writing, and cannot, muſt not, be diſturbed for the world.“ In cafe the viſit is 
important, he makes his appearance with the fag-end of a ſong in his hand, and 
half a ſcene of a play, which, before he will enter upon any buſineſs, he inſiſts upon 
reading.— If the /ame perſon goes twenty times on affairs of importance, he will al- 
ways have to go through /e /ame ſong and ſcene. 


T As good a writer as HurLsToNE, and as bad a player as any body. 


Mr. Hoax has been guilty of an act, in his Three and the Deuce, which every 
moral law muſt ſpurn at; and which even Holly diſcountenances, and reprobates : 


to make misforiune the object of ridicule is below the meaneſt wit. 
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« I © mirth with perſonal defects adorn, 

„And hang myfortunes out to public ſcorn.” ” 

Thy plea is princely, Hoare, and thou'lt deſerve 

The Car in time; now Folly's laſh muſt ferve. 

Here BxxsoNn* came; of forme, tho little worth, 

And Booby BIxcirt, ſo fam'd for making broth “ 

Then STEwarT,t OULTON,$ Ros, and MoRR1S came, 
Stupid alike :---Ovr.Tox's. p'rhaps the ftrongeſt claim. 

* Mr. Bexsow is a man of EY retentive faculties, playing, * ith all his 


« imperfections on bis head,” in lieu of any abſent hero; at the ſhorteſt notice. To 
excuſe his writing, I ſhall ſay, I believe he does it for the want of ſomething better 


to do. (0 
+ A moſt excellent paſtry-cook—a et nonſenſical writer. 


T CnarLes STEWART, author of Gretna Green. This gentleman cares not for 
whom or about what he writes: his a imalum is more to make money, than to ac- 
quire fame. He would prefer one ounce of the former to a 7on of the latter. 


$ W. C. Our rox, is a miſerable ſcribbler. He wrote the Haunted Tower: 
luckily for the manager this /peFye diſappeared ſoon after the crowing of the cock 
of criticiſm, and his /heatre was again attended as uſual, 


The reverend Mr. Ros wrote two pieces for the little theatre, extremely heavy 
and ſtupid. He generally filled two boxes with his own family, who were ſo ridi- 
culouſly forward in applauding his nonſenſe, that they kept the houſe in a continual 
roar, which his vanity attributed to the humour-contained in the piece. This Ros 


of Sharon was nipped in the bud. 


1 
Now Stippo xs“, ARNOLD, Hookt, their ſuit enforce, 
And each in due gradation worſe and worſe. 
Macktanys next---then BILLY WALTER] fu'd, 
(A greater fool than all that we have view'd.) 
To wake and ſee ſuch ſprouts of promiſe here, 


Sweet ſimple fet, how *twill thy goddeſs cheer! 


Who yonder comes in meditation deep ? 


(Tis well for thee that Folly is aſleep.) 


* A /imple writer. 


t A /ad writer. 

Before the unfortunate appearance of © h pays the Reckoning,” young ARNOLD 
was believed to be high in Leaxe's calendar, but as ſhe is too pure and heavenly 
to connect herſelf with the damned, ſhe has tranſpoſed her affections, it is ſaid, to 
CuaRLes KEMBLE: if ſo, what ſhe will loſe in head, will be made up to her 


in legs. 
Þ. A forry writer. 
An in-comparadle player and writer. 


| Known better, perhaps, under the title of young 1 ſon of o Log; the whole 
family very well known to Mr. Harx«ts, and Mr. KemsLe, from the frequent viſits 
with which / Lig, young Log, the Miſs Lags, and their relations, right and %%, 
honour heir tt honſes. 


Does not know an adverb from an adjective. 


H 
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Hail CumBeRLanD! the muſe ſhall ſoar with thee ! 
In ſpite of faults,* immortal ſhalt thor be.--- 
Thy Jew, Weſt Indian, Wheel of Fortune, know, 
Shall form a laurel wreath to grace thy brow. 
Let HoLcRorr robſ thy works, the praiſe is thine--- 
Glory on thee---on him the ſhame ſhall ſhine : 
But for thy aid deſerted had he been--- 
Had not thy ſpirit, rais'd his vulgar ſcene. 
His language mean and low, and ſadly trite--- 
E'er harſh and coarſe in all he ftrives to write. 
How diff rent thou, whate'er thou writ'ſt, and when, 
Still beauties flow ſpontaneous from thy pen; 
Still faireſt flowers mark thy works ſupreme, 


And dulcet diction owns thee at th' extreme. 


Mr. CuMBERLAND has introduced more or Icls frivolity in all his pieces; though 
I am willing to attribute this, in him, rather in conformity to the vitiated taſte of 


the age, than conſonant with his ideas of propricty. 


The plot of the De/erted Daughter, is taken by wholeſale from Mr. CuMBER- 


LAN's Faſbionable Lover. 


The character of Laura, the Lavaterift, is well drawn in Dr. Mookx's Zxluco: 
Mr. H. has introduced it in his Deſeried Daughter without effect, but not without 


diſguſt. 


=. 
Yes, long, long thou, and RicyuarDs0N ſhall live, 
Firm fix'd is thine---his fame no fug:tve / 
Together IEyHSON thou'lt, and GREATHEAD ſoar, 
The great dramatic regents of thy hour. 
Though Mureny, ReyxnoLDs, HoLlcrorr, time deface, 


Thy names ſhall blaze---thy country's annals grace. 


For thee long would the muſe employ her lays; 
Thy faults forget—thou haſt ſo much to praiſe 
But hark! the ſtorm begins ! prepare, prepare !— 
It blows this way, enough the dev'l to ſcare, 
Chit, chat, chit, chat, O! what a thund'ring din! 
Now peace farewel! Good herald let them in. 
In Cow, IxcuBAaLD, and Miſs Burxey flounce, 
Then Ger'ral Per,* and all begin at once. 
« Your diff rent merits thus can ne'er be tried,” 


The herald ſaid, and © filence! ſilence!” cried : 


* This is a liberty of Apollo's grant, but which it is right I ſhould explain: 
whenever I make uſe of the epithets, Per, Nobody, the General, or the Memder, Mrs. 
Rop1txs0x may be underſtood. 
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But this, as they were women he addreſs d, 

He ſpoke with all the ſoſtneſs he poſſeſs d. 

Not ſofter ſpeaks P10z21 [when ſhe's pleas d. 

Nor pretty Goocn, by faucy tradeſmen teaz'd, 

Nor Lord MOoUNTMORRES, when he's aſk'd to dine, 
Nor hackney coachmen, when the weather's fine; 

Nor hazr-bram'd LEwIS, when he humbugs Divxs, 
Nor modern hufbands when you kiſs their wives; 

Nor LiTCHFIELD,* when to WoopFALL he's preferr'd, 
(Who ne'er, to hear my thoughts, his thoughts deferr'd) 
Nor Toulon MULGRAvE, when you laud his traſh, 
Nor Kinc, the Jew, when pocketing your caſh. 

Mr. L. is a young gentleman, who, under the feigned ſignature of Pollio, 
writes the /beatrical critiques in the Morning Advertiſer. Why he aſſumed the name 
of the Roman conſul is not eaſily to be deviſed, ſince he is not likely either to cele- 
brate, or be celebrated. Time will probably explain his motive, ſaying, © That as none 


of Asixtus PoLL1o's writings remain, ſo are all Mr. Lircnrikrp's loſt:” here the 
ſimilarity will hold good. The meaneſt critique, on a new piece, appearing the 
enſuing day, has more merit, in my eſteem, than one of much greater excellence 
produced after its ſecond repreſentation. A man, from the account given of a 
new play in the morning papers, may, with a trifling knowledge, and that 
only in words, write a very acute, and nove critique on it, for the following day. 
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But no---no ſilence did his care repay, 
Wiſe women* never common ſenſe obey--- 


Therefore---he let the devil have his way. 


Now loudly Rospivson her ſuit preferr'd :--- 
Long INCHBALD ſtrove, but could not ſpeak a word! 
At length, as if by magic art, or ſpell, 
Her tongue ſhe found---and faith ſhe us'd it well !! 
Nor BuRNEY, was ſhe miſſing in the fray :--- 


Fore all though, little CowLty, © Runaway,” 


It may almoſt always be obſerved that when women do poſſeſs any /en/e of a ſu- 
perior quality, that they ever want he ſame quantity of common ſenſe to put it to a wiſe 


purpoſe; whence the poet talking of women: 
« Juſt wanting what would ſerve them moſt, 


* Their little ſenſe, expos'd, is loſt.” 


Dean Suirr's obſervation is very juſt. 
Fine ſenſe, and exalted ſenſe,” ſays he, © are not half ſo uſeful to them as 


„% common ſenſe.” 


How beautifully Mil rox depicts the excellence of woman, in the following lines: 


* To whom thus Eve, with perfect beauty adorn'd, 
My author and diſpoſer, what thou bid'ſt 

* Unargu'd I obey; fo God ordains ; 

God is thy law, thou mine; 79 know 19 more 


* 1s woman's happieſt knowledge and ber praiſe.” 
I 
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By much ſhe faſteſt ſpoke : yet one ſpoke louder--- 
The General, I mean—who ſpoke to order. 
1 The Car,“ ſaid Per, © 1 fwear's my right; I crave it— 
e You ſwear!” cried CowLEy, © Dam'me ma'am I'll have it!” 
Huſh ! huſh my mufe /---art ſure thou doſt not err? 
Did CowLEy ?——no : twas anger ſwore-not her. 
« I, I, 1 tell you what,” ſaid INCHBALD, (filly dame) 
The trufly Thomas tells me, greats my claim.” 
What's Hol chor,“ PER exclaim'd, “to 'FavLoR* ma'am ? 
% Who cheers my breaft with adulation's balm : 


* Mrs. Roningox-gets her friend, Mr. Ta vTOR, to reviſe her productions, who 
adds milk to water. 7 C 


Mr. TayLok has recently publiſhed a volume of /ip-/lop, in the title page of 
which he takes for his motto this line from Pops: 
* I left no calling for this idle trade“ 
None being blind enough to aſk my aid,” 
has been I think added with great propriety ;. he being by calling an oculiſt, but 
none venturing to call his calling into practice, he perhaps truly calls it none. 


Talkativeneſs is uſually named a feminine vice; but where Tavior forms one 
of the company, it is as hard to wedge in a word as at any female goſſiping. The 
following ſentence applies admirably to Jacx: © As men of fenſe ſay a great deal 
* in few words; ſo the half-witted have a talent of talking much, and yet ſay 
% nothing.” 


Jack is a man, who, welcome or unwelcome, ſhoves himſelf and glaſs into every 
company; who, lite a dato, hops at every: butterfly he ſees ; and, like a parrot, retails 
| the utmoſt of his ſhallow wit and underſtanding in every ear he meets. 


e 
Who ſays I rival e'en the Mantuan ſwain!“ 
Mantua, cried CowLEY, © ma'am explain! explain! 
That's perſonal, by G-- !-—Tho' if you mean 
« You'd rival me, I'd have you ma'am to know 
(Though you can't write ſo well as you can ſew* 
„That I have been a Mantua maker :---ſo 
Let your impudence be ne'er ſo great, 
* am a match for you, at any rate!“ 


Don't ſpare her, PER,“ ſome one was heard to bawl, 
When Margate's pride fhone full upon us all. 
] come!—I come I- diſpute my claim who durſt !” 
+ That's very rude,” faid BURN EY: 1 © I came firſt.” 
„Go child! thy dullnefs' but a ſorry plea: 
* Can Lady WALLACE yield the Cap to thee ? 
„When Pk, een PER, is Nobody to me? 
No, though ſhe writes ſad nonſenſe full enough, 
And Cow LE plenty of dull ſtupid /tuf, 


* She muſt be a ſorry work-woman then! 


ft Miſs BuxxEY wrote Edwin and Elgiva, a tragedy of a truly comic caſt. It 
was damned: Mrs. Roninsox ſays, © NoBopy went after it.” 


1 


&© And Incubald many an indecent tale---* 


. 


+ © 


« Yet what's all that, when mine's thrown in the ſcale ?” 


Now INcHBAL D, angry, call'd her brazen gipſy lt 
| And CowLEV ſwore her ladyſhip was tipſy ! 
ll  * Huſh, huſh! ſuch language! ſhame!” ſaid Buxx Ex, © fie!” 


J know ſhe tipples, ma'am, as well as I!” 
Roard Lady WaLLacz. Here words ran ſo high 
That ſudden FoLLyt 'woke !---and all was huſh'd! 


A blaze appear'd throughout the court it ruſh'd— 
Some ſay (I doubt it much) that WaLLace bluſh'd!! 


Deep ſilence reign'd ! 
Nay, e'en the Member's tongue no motion made, 
While expectation in each viſage play'd. 


* © Every one has his fault“ to be ſure, Mrs. IxchBAL D has that of being toe 
much addicted to luſcious ſimilies and deſcriptions. 


+ No accounting for what people will ſay in a paſſion. 


I It is wonderful how. e ſlept ſo long! * 
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Now as the goddeſs read the minutes o'er, 
Around her throne her ardent vot'ries pour, N 
With anxious looks---when there were miſſing four. J 


CyMBERLAND, who her aid had long forſworn, 

With JzptisON, GREATHEAD, RICHARDSON, was gone. 
This ſeeing, ſhe, with anger, ſeiz'd her roll, 
And blotted them for ever from the ſcroll. 

Then all her wonted gaiety reſum'd, 

And, ſmiling round, each countenance illum'd. 

% Approach my children, and thy goddeſs hear, 

She cried :---the throng approach'd with hope and fear. 
Firſt BoADEN! (ever firſt) O'Keert! and Cops! 

PEARCE! REYNOLDS! and then AnDREws ſhew'd his nob! 
Next HoaRE! and KEMBLE !---D1BDiNn!---HoLcrorr, then! 
Were belt receivd, and form'd her choſen ten. 

They knelt :---the goddeſs now her Cap extends, 

And thus addreſs'd her numerous friends. 


All welcome here !---thy labours I approve, 


And all be ſure participate our love. 
K 
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* Proceed, write on, preſerve thy preſent ſtrain, 


Nor fear, ſome future prize ſuch toil muſt gain. 


* But now, this Car I hope none here'll repine, 
That I, (tho' all deſerve) for one deſign—- 
* Riſe, BoaDpExN, riſe, my child, the prize is thine !! 


Ne prize, contending thouſands would have won, 


Jo thee's decreed, my darling, darling ſon,” 


Through every breuſt conviction ſhot a ray, 
And even envy's ſelf now died away. 
The coneave loud with roaring plaudits rang, 
And all the fav'rite's right and praiſes ſang. 
© When FoLty's Car her BoapeN's temples crown, 
«Though ſtrong our claim, we all her juſtice own.” . 


And now, as erſt in Pandemonium thoſe--- 


A throne on either ſide the goddeſs roſe: 


©." On one, in triumph Boapen proudly great, 
| f F * * 1 : => 
1 =_ Sat Car'p in all the honours of his ſtate.“ 
= 
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* This exaltation JeMMy may have been ſuppoſed to have prophecied in theſe 
words, which his friends have often heard him utter; © That if HARRIõs gave him 


* * 


* 


19 J 


The other empty had not long remain'd, 


When its intent the goddeſs thus explain d. 


* proper encouragement he had no doubt but in a ſhort time he ſhould give BrrLy 


* (SHAKSPEARE) {be go by.” 


The preſumption of Mr. B. is without parallel, as the preceding declaration may 
ſhew : but the moſt ignorant are ever the moſt conceited. The miſerable non- 
ſenſe written by Mr. B. and foiſted on the public in the Oracle, for ſeveral days, as 
extracts from SHAKSPEARE's Vortigern and Rowena is a further proof of the weak- 
neſs of the man. He really thinks he can, at any time, write as well as SyHaKks- 
PEARF, and nothing will convince him of the contrary ę for, as a certain author 
ſomewhere ſays, © Of all ſorts of affectation, that which is moſt incurable is the 
« a ffectation of wiſdom ; becauſe the diſcaſe is in the rentedy itſelf, and falls upon 
«« reaſon, which only could and ought to cure it, if it were any where clſe,” Au 

" fuch is his! * n 


Zoll us, who had compiled many books cenſuring the writings of Hour, being 
afterwards reduced to want, came to beg relief of Prolxur, king of Egypt. — 
Prolrux's reproof on this occaſion might well apply to Mr. B. who ranks his 


plays above any SHAKSPEARE ever wrote:“ What!” ſaid he, © have the works 
*.of 4 eee after his having been ſo many years in his grave, been able to 
« maintain millions of men ; and cannot you, who pretend yourſelf a greater wit 
* than he, by your writings maintain one? Such again, in reality, is poor Boa- 
DEN's caſe ; but nothing can undeceive him; and indeed it were a pity to do it, if. 
one could, for it would be only leaving him to exclaim with Sowervitis's happy 


lunatic, whom an officious doctor, his friend, brought to his ſenſes : 


Reply'd the man: © Ah! to my coſt 2 
4 I'm cur'd ; but where's the heav'n I've loſt ? a 
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uf Mor here to make themſelves but ae. NE +: 
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ſacs all have v wrote their LAN to me. AM * Ie] 
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heart, . my Wartacr* come, | 7 


7 1 n 
d. herald found, and bear tie martial drum. 
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00, vile deceiver, get thee hence. 
e Who'd barter Paradiſe for ſenſe __ 


* Cur'd of my frenzy, —ſtript of my difauie, „ 
nd adgipuſcrably wiſe.“ 5 n TS 


on Hy", parti ity to her ladyſoip, that. Folly is 3 rank ariſtocrat... 
yrs. Comret, ind Mrs . "Iwenokts, Raving all written more 
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